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Chapter One: Genesis 


Author's Notes: 
This is sort of a what if story. >_> 


2nd note: This story is being rewritten. 


It was a warm spring day. The sun was high in the sky and there wasn't a cloud anywhere in sight. Basically, 
this was the perfect weather for wearing shorts, skirts, and short sleeved shirts - almost | mean. The park 
was full spectators. People more or less from my age group or in the very least teenagers, were gathered in 
the middle of the park. A huge platform, a deck of sorts | should say, was set up and it was decorated with 
basic stage lighting - | guess in case it the clouds decided to make an appearance and block the sun out. | could 
see some men moving up and about around on stage, but it was hard to make out who they were. They were 


lining up some instruments and setting up some microphone stands. 


The crowd was more spread out than | thought they would be. A lot of them were sitting or lying comfortably 
on blankets while others were sitting in little lawn chairs or whatever. It seemed like all these kids and young 


adults were expecting an all day and an all nighters' show - to which | wouldn't doubt something like wouldn't 


happen, the Beatles did shows like that. So it wouldn't surprise me to see younger bands doing the same thing. 


Brushing a few strands of my blonde hair out of my face, | approached the crowd that gathered around the 
stage. At first, it was hard to get through due to the tight fit and the fact that everyone wanted to be as 
close as possible to the stage. My lips curled back into a frown at being jostled back to where | had started. 


| pressed into the crowd and managed to squeeze in this time. There was no way in the infinite dimensions of 
Hell that | will let anybody keep me from finding him. This was my first day back in England since a few years 
ago. You see, | have been living in America off and on since | was born. Of course, | am not British or anything 


but my father is in the military and we are often stationed between the United States and England. 


As of last week, my father became permanently stationed in England and we had to move here to London to 
our new house. IT was lucky that we already had a house. During this time, I've been in touch with an old 
friend of mine from my last year of high school and today, would be my first time seeing him in two years. Of 
course, | have to get through this crowd first. 


Shit! | felt someone jab his or her elbow into my stomach on accident, making me flinch in pain. What is wrong 


with people these days? 


Ignoring the pain, | pressed forwards through the crowd of spectators until | reached the front. | quickly 
turned around and tried to look across the sea of people. No luck. There were too many people, too many 
hippies and radicals, to discern him from the rest of the crowd. Why? Why did there have to be so many 


people here? 


As | was trying to look for my friend, | failed to notice someone staring at me from up on stage. In fact, | was 
not concerned with what was going on up on the stage since | assumed he was going to be in the crowd. | 
nearly shrieked at feeling someone grabbing my waist and my entire body jumped in fright. | felt the adrenaline 
rushing through my body as | quickly spun around to hit kick whoever grabbed me. That was when | saw him. 
A sandy blonde haired male, barely in his twenties, grinned at me with his blue eyes twinkling. 


"You haven't changed during the past few years, Hina" The boy said cheerfully. His smile faltered a bit at 


seeing the look of pure confusion on my face. "Don't you remember me?" 


"Uhm, it depends..." | looked him over. This man before me looked familiar, but many people looked alike to me in 


this weird crowd of rebellious youths. | bit my lip for a second before speaking. 

"You wouldn't happen to be..Phil, would you?" | asked warily. 

The grin returned and he nodded. He was obviously Phil because only Phil would have a slightly crooked smile. 
My heart leapt a bit in the back of my throat and | found myself smiling shyly. Two years ago, | would have 


been laughing and hugging Phil as if he was an old friend, but now... 


The roles were now reversed. He is the outgoing one and | am the socially awkward one. | guess that is what 


time does, it changes people. But since when did Phil become this outgoing? 


"So you do remember mel" Phil let out a laugh and he hugged me again. Of course, | gave him an awkward 
embrace and allowed him to do the talking. It was almost as if we had never been apart. Like this was just 


another day of hanging out and we were still close. To him at least. 


To me, this is two years later and two people who have not seen each other in a long time are meeting up and 


being reacquainted lately. 
What am | getting myself into? 


"Are you back in England for good?" His voice broke through my train of thoughts and | slightly shrugged. We 
were walking now and of course, Phil was eager to hear all the details of my life. During the two-year 


separation between us, we kept in touch through letters and the occasional phone call. 


"Yea, as far as | know. | mean, Dad hasn't really said anything else beyond that." | responded with a nervous 
smile. | really did not know what | was getting myself into. | glanced at him and saw that he was amused, but | 


tore my gaze away when he noticed me looking and cleared my throat. 


"What about you? The last time | saw you, you were with that band.. The Flaming Youths?" | asked, trying my 
best to remember the name. The nineteen year old rubbed the back of his neck. A grimacing look graced his 


face and he frowned for a second. 


I'm not really with them anmore" He said quietly. It was my turn to frown and | blinked. | tilted my head as | 
looked at my childhood friend. 


"What happen?" My tone was almost quiet as | asked this and Phil shrugged, climbing up onto the edge of the 
stage. He then sat down on the edge, with his legs dangling. 


"Let's just say, thin's didn't work out after our first album release, but now I'm wit a new band. They're called 
Genesis." Phil explained. He saw the lost look on my face and he let out a laugh before smiling again. Why was 
there a strange twinkle in his eyes? Did he know something that | did not? Before Phil could explain further, a 
voice called out to him from the stage and the two of us looked over. A tall dark brown haired British man 
was staring at us from over top of a bass strapped to his shoulder. He was knelt down on one knee, holding a 


microphone while another man, maybe a bit older or younger, readjusted the top. 
"Oi, Phil. Get your arse over here and help us set up." 


| blinked at hearing the second man's tone. It was a bit rude and a little irritated Of course, | naturally got 
annoyed and spoke without thinking. 


"How about asking him nicely?" | said irritably. Phil shook his head. 


‘Its fine, Hina, | stopped what | was doing when | saw you an'ways." Phil added, getting to his feet. He walked 
across the stage, over to the two people working on the microphone. The rude man was done with the 


microphone by the time Phil reached him and he finally stood up. He eyed me with suspicious. 


"Who's this little bird?" the man was slightly taller than Phil by a good few inches. his hair cascaded down the 
sides of his face in a big wave, stopping just at his shoulders, and he wore these small glasses with thick black 
frames. | could see his small, squintish eyes staring hard at me as he asked this. 


Bird? | wanted to slap him, but | refrained myself and | noticed the other man getting up as well. This one was 
a lot taller than the rude one with his long straight dark brown hair and his blue eyes glaring at the man 


wearing spectacles. He pushed back the dark strands of his hair, shooting his companion a warning glare. 
"Be nice, Steve. She's obviously a friend of Phil's." He said before tightening the microphone. 


"Steve?" | echoed in confusion. | was somewhat lost. 

"Sorry, Hina, where are my manners?" Phil teased. He gave me a smile as he pulled me up or rather helped me 
up; my friend spoke again, "These two fellows are part of my new band, Genesis." He added the name quickly, 
his blue gaze meeting mine. He was making sure that | wasn't confused still - though | still was a bit lost, but | 


forced myself to smile and nod anyways. 


"Ah, so Genesis is the band's name." | said quietly, helping Phil pull out a drum. | suddenly stopped, feeling the 
awkwardly dramatic pause. Phil wanted me to figure it out. He wanted me to guess and | did. | looked at the 
two men helping us and well, that is when | smiled..sort of. "You..you got the job and.” 


Phil cracked a smile and nodded. Yes, he was part of the band and these two men we were engaging a 


conversation with two of the members of the said band. 
"You got it" Phil laughed at my sheer embarrassment but it was Steve who spoke next. 


Steve raised an eyebrow and he looked at me again. "You sure you're one of Phil's friends?" the other member, 


the taller one, hit him on the back of the head before giving me an apologetic look. 


"Ignore Steve; he's being his usual idiotic self. My name's Michael Rutherford, but my friends call me Mike." He 
held out his hand for me to shake. | kind of shied away but shook his hand anyways, mumbling my 
introductions. Phil seemed pleased with himself as he stood with us, watching Mike make a short but pleasant 


conversation with little snarky comments from Steve. 


It was not until we heard a loud whistling sound ringing in the air and another voice spoke as two more 


members came out from behind the backstage. 


What're you lot doing? Lazing about?" The voice's owner was a man, slightly taller than Phil was but not quite 
as old as Mike. | say this because | am assuming Mike is around his mid-twenties or something. Nevertheless, 
this person, he seemed to be the true leader of the band because he held himself with a lot of grace and of 


course, there was what | could only guess were ideas floating inside his head. His eyes showed it. His brown 


hair curled around an elegant face as he stared at me with his intense gaze. He was the vocalist, Peter Gabriel. 
Yes, | have heard of Genesis' members before Phil joined them. | swallowed back the nervous lump in my 
throat as Peter's dark eyes flickered to me. | watched the corners of his lips curl back into a polite smile. | 
felt like | was intruding on something. 

"And who's this?" Peter asked. 


"Sorry, Peter. |, we, got side tracked talking with Hina and-" 


It was my fault!" | said quickly, interrupting Phil before he could finish. Yes, | felt like a deer caught in the 
headlights of a car. 


| was the one distracting Phil, Mike, and Steve from their jobs and..'m sorry!" | said all of this without taking 
a breath. | felt nervous. My throat was getting dry and my palms were sweaty. 


Hal It must be the intimidation | feel from Peter. But then again, Peter did look like the kind of person you 


would not want to cross on a bad day. 
All of Genesis was silent and Phil shifted his weight to his other foot, feeling anxious for some reason. Maybe 
he was hoping Peter would not yell at me. | do not know but he was obviously reading my mind for | felt Phil 


slipping his hand into mine. It was probably to keep me calm. 


Peter looked between Phil and me before his dark blue-green eyes finally rested on me. He shook his head a 
bit, a smile playing on his lips. 


"l'Il take it that you're Hina, Phil's lady friend?" He asked in a teasing tone. 


"Lady Friend?" Steve scoffed and laughed, arms crossed. "More like his girlfriend from the way Phil was actin’ 


like a nervous puppy wanting a bone." 


This was the breaking point for me. Steve had been making little sarcastic and rude comments every chance 


he got. | swiveled on around on my feet and glared at the guitarist. 


"Just shut. The. Hell. Up! | am not his girlfriend! I'm just an old school friend!" | said angrily. My anger seemed 
to have startled everyone for Steve took a step back, with his hands raised in defense. 


"Whoa, easy there, |-" | glared at the snarky musician, daring him to call me one of those strange little pet 


names. | heard Phil laughing nervously from beside me and he quickly pulled me away, holding me in a half hug. 


"There's one thing you should know ‘bout Hina, guys, she doesn't like pet names." My friend said, releasing me 


somewhat. | knew he did not want me to cause any trouble or to say the least, murder someone. Not that | 


would do that. 
Steve shook his head while scratching the back of his head, "Blimey, she's bloody crazy...” 


"Hell hath no fury like a woman's wrath, Steve." Mike said and they all laughed, save for Steve and me. It has 
only been maybe half an hour and | can already tell that | would not like Steve. Snarky people like him grate my 


nerves greatly. | wonder what was going to happen later after the show. 


"Listen Hina, we need to go do the show now, but you and Phil can catch up afterwards." Peter gave me 
another polite smile and he started walking away with the others, leaving me alone with Phil. He stopped 
temporarily and looked back at Phil. "C'mon, Phillip. We can't keep the fans waitin’ forever." 


Ill be there in a minute." Phil turned backed to me and another smile graced his lips. "You're staying to watch, 


aren't you?" He asked in a hopeful tone. 


| felt my heart beating rapidly again and | found myself blushing a bit. He was giving me that puppy dog look 
again. Just like, he did when he had asked me to come live with him two years ago. 


| did not want to disappoint him. | hate letting people down | finally nodded and cracked a smile at him. 


"Yea, I'll stay for the show." | said quietly. | was somewhat intrigued as to how far along he has come since his 


days with the last band and this show IS important to him. 


Again, Phil's crooked smile formed on his lips and he gave me a bear hug. Heat rose on my cheeks at the close 


contact between us, making my heart rate speed up. 

Why am | feeling this way? 

"Thanks, lovie." He whispered into my ear, his breath tickling it. 
Lovie.. 


That was his pet name he used to call me back in high school. Of course, that was the only pet name anyone 
has ever called me and we were on the verge of dating back then. However, this was different. We are adults 
now. We have grown up, become more mature. No more can we just sit back and be nervous about our 
developing feelings for each other, and hope that one of us makes the first move. We have to handle this 
situation in a realistic way and the realistic, adult way was to go with our instincts feelings and take some 


risks while doing it too. Then we can see what happens. 


Chapter 2: The Musical Box of Emotions 


Author's Notes: 
The song in this chapter is “The Musical Box\.. 


| stood in the middle of the crowd, waiting with the rest of them as Phil and the boys took their positions. The 
world seemed to stop spinning on its axis and everyone became quiet the second that Peter took that 
microphone into his hands. | have never seen anyone get so quiet so fast. His voice boomed through the 
microphone, traveling through the little wires that connected it to the stand and to the speakers set up 
around the stage. Peter really had a strong voice. | could..see why girls liked him. 


"Thank you for coming to our show. We promise to make this one of the best performances, especially since 
we're about to play the first collaborated song from me and our drummer, Phil" A loud cheering noise erupted 
from all around me and | had to cover my ears until it died off. Everyone was excited and | could not help, but 


feel a bit pumped as well. Once the cheers ceased, Peter spoke again. "Genesis will now perform The Musical 


Box." 


Another cheer and some whistles later, Steve tickled the strings of his guitar and the others soon followed in 
pursuit. Phil gave a smile before beginning to tap the cymbals on his drum set as the words began to flow 
from Peter's lips. 


"Play me Old King Cole 
That | may join with you, 
All your hearts now seem so far from me 


It hardly seems to matter now." 


This song seemed to be full of emotions and not the terrifying kind either. It seemed to be full of magic for 

some reason. A gentle, soothing melody flew from the band and the looks on all of their faces seemed to paint 
the perfect picture. To everyone else Peter was the main attraction, but to me, Phil stood out more. Maybe it 
was because | knew him best. | do not know but it seemed like Phil had written this song for me. | think it was 


just hopeful thinking though. 


"And the nurse will tell you lies 
Of a kingdom beyond the skies. 
But | am lost within this half-world, 


It hardly seems to matter now." 


| could not help, but be swept up in the music. The melody, the harmony, the words. Everything was drawing 
me in and | loved it. It seems all the more magical as | closed my eyes and just allowed myself to hear the 
song as a whole. Peter and Phil's voices melted together, blending with the strokes of Steve's guitar and Mike's 


bass, the chimes of Tony's keyboard, and the thumps on Phil's drums. Everything was coordinated, 


"Play me my song. 
Here it comes again. 
Play me my song. 


Here it comes again." 


The boys seemed to get lost in the music as well as Phil echoed Peter's words and tapped out a rhythm on 
his drums, Peter was now playing on his flute while singing, Steve and Mike were plucking the strings on their 
guitars, and of course, Tony was working his magic on the keyboard. | liked it. Everyone seemed to sing along 


with them, swaying back and forth in time to the music. 


"Just a little bit, 
Just a little bit more time, 
Time left to live out my life" 


My lips moved wordlessly, mimicking the words that | hear. 


"Play me my song. 
Here it comes again. 
Play me my song. 


Here it comes again" 


| remember a time where | was a bit happier. Err, well not to say | was not happy right now, but my life had 


been happier prior to my brother secretly running away from home to join the war in Vietnam five years ago. 


"Old King Cole was a merry old soul, 
And a merry old soul was he. 

So he called for his pipe, 

And he called for his bowl, 

And he called for his fiddlers three." 


We were sixteen. Our family was still in England and of course, my brother had gotten it into his head that he 
could do more good as a war hero than he would getting a good education to become a doctor like he had 
wanted to do. |, personally, think he joined the war becouse of peer pressure. His friends had done nothing but 
talk about how our fathers were in World War Il some years ago and that they wanted cool battle scars to 


win over some chicks at their school. 


"But the clock, tick-tock, 
On the mantelpiece - 
And | want, and | feel, and | know, and | touch, 


Her warmth...” 


It was just all talk. Boyish talk. At first, | thought my brother was kidding and was only excited because the 
war was a big fad, just like going out there and protesting the government's choice in how they dealt with the 
war itself. Or doing drugs to feel the [iJLovel/i]. However, he went through with it. He spent an entire year 
talking about it and on our sixteenth birthday, he left. 


"She's a lady, she's got time, 

Brush back your hair, and let me get to know your face. 
She's a lady, she is mine. 

Brush back your hair, and let me get to know your flesh.” 


| was extremely upset and crushed. | did not go to school for two weeks because of the hurt | felt. If it were 
not for Phil, | probably would not have gotten out of my depression and might have ended up taking my life 

one way or another. My relationship with my parents had deteriorated over time because of that incident too. 
My father had immersed himself in his work with the military and my mother; she just started drinking a bit 


to drown out her problems. It was Hell. 


Phil made everything all right. He helped me through my pain and my sorrow. For the next few years, | 
received letters from my twin, each one filled with news, some good, some bad, but it was not until Dad had to 


move us back to California two years ago that we stopped receiving letters from Hugh. 


"ve been waiting here for so long 

And all this time has passed me by 

It doesn't seem to matter now 

You stand there with your fixed expression 
Casting doubt on all | have to say. 

Why don't you touch me, touch me, 

Why don't you touch me, touch me, 


Touch me now, now, now, Now, now..." 


The music... Why was iT so entrancing? This song tugged at my heartstrings, making me cry. | could feel myself 
struggling with myself, trying to force back the hot, salty tears that burned at my eyes. 


Damn.. | hate to cry, but | guess this felt like one of those times that | needed to have a good cry. But why 
did | have to cry out in public? 


| did not know when the song ended, but | ended up crying in the end. | nearly jumped out of my skin at feeling 
arms embracing me and hugging me to someone's body. | already knew who my hugger was. It was Phil. Only 
Phil could hold me tight without wanting to feel me up or having a perverted thought crossing his mind. Only 


he could whisper sweet words of comfort into my ear. Phil was the only one who could make me feel alive... 


| did not know how long | stood there, crying in Phil's arms but Phil was more than patient as he hugged me. 
His hugs were always the best. | finally stopped crying and managed to calm down. Phil reached out and wiped 


the last remaining tear out of my eye with a small smile. 


"You alright?" He asked in my ear. | could feel his fingers softly going through my hair as he gently stroked 
the back of my head in an attempt of soothing me. It was working. Taking a deep breath, | allowed my body to 


relax in his embrace. | nodded against his shoulder. 


Damn it! Why did he have to catch me in a moment of weakness? It is a well-known fact that a girl's moment 
of weakness is when she cries. That is a woman's weak point. Or so | would like to think On the other hand, 
maybe this weak moment just happened at a weird moment and Phil just happened to want to hug me. | do not 
know. All | know is that there was a slightly familiar feeling stirring from within my heart. 


| finally turned my head up to look at Phil and | cracked another small, shy smile at him. Phil returned it with a 


smile of his own. He ruffled my hair playfully before releasing me. 
"You're alright, you cry baby." He teased. 
| frowned and rolled my eyes playfully. 


"Thanks for the concern, dork" | retorted but in a playful way. The two of us laughed for a bit before the 


Keyboardist member of Genesis came over. 


This time it was Tony Banks, the keyboardist that approached us. He looked to be a bit shy and nervous, as if 
he did not want to be the message boy. Tony's curly brown hair added onto the overall impassive and stern 
look he wore as he shifted uncomfortably on his feet. 


"Ah, Phil, are you going to bring Hina over to our celebration? Er, party?" He asked in a quiet tone. | wanted to 
hug him. He reminded me of a younger Phil from high school, being all shy and awkward. 


"Party?" | echoed and my gaze went to Phil. 
Phil grinned and he rubbed the back of his neck. 


"Ah, um, there's going to be a little party that Genesis is throwing. | mean its to celebrate my first fully 
fledged album with them." He said, seeming a bit nervous himself. 


| crossed my arms and gave Phil an amused look. Yes, | wanted to go but | liked messing with Phil a bit" Hm, 
party with Genesis or study for that college entry exam? | sure have my options, Phillip." | teased, pretending 
to weigh the two decisions on my mind. Of course, my college entry exams were not until three days from 


now but | have spent all of this past week studying. So, party hardy it is. 


What really made me give in was that puppy dog look glittering in Phil's eyes. The drummer wanted me to 
come and he knew that | would go to the party with him. A small breeze blew, tossing a few strands of Phil's 
hair about his face. 


What the hell? The Gods were tempting me. They were pushing me towards Phil. 


"Well?" Phil asked, failing to hide the hopeful tone in his words. | felt heat rising on my cheeks again and | 
managed to suppress my blush as | finally nodded, giving him a small "Yes." Again, Phil smiled and he just 
squeezed me out of happiness. his spirit was lifting to new heights | bet. | wonder... 


Has Phil been thinking of me during the past few years? 
Did my letters make him happy during our time apart? 


| know | seemed to forget him at times during my time in America, but because of all the things that were 
going on with my family, | could not find any time to really think of him. Not with my mother's frequent rage 
and my father's constant leave of absences. No, there was never any time to think of my friend except for 


when | wrote him, but even then, | never really realized how much | had missed him. Or how much | loved him. 


All of the letters | got from Phil showed that he was always thinking of me, that he cared. Maybe | should not 
go to this little party. 


Phil obviously saw the thoughts running across my mind for he hugged me again and his lips flew to my 
temple, brushing against my skin 


"Please come." He whispered. He then pulled away and he walked away with Tony trailing after him. The party 
was going to be in an hour, | knew that much because the boys needed a moment to themselves and to 


recuperate from performing. 


Chapter 3: Celebrations of Revelations 


Author's Notes: 

Charlie (or Charlene) is a made up character from another Genesis story | started. | have a crap load of 
Genesis stories on my flash drive that breaks the boundaries of my imagination and the actual history of 
Genesis. -_-\" If anyone wants to sue me, go ahead. 


The sun was setting. The stars in the sky were beginning to appear, dotting the fading grey skies with their 
sparkling presence. | finally reached the third floor of the Charisma Record Apartment Complex where Phil said 
he and his band mates were living at. The apartment building was within walking distance of the Park, which 
made it all the more easier for me to find it. It wasn't a huge apartment building, but from what | hear most 
of the apartments were huge within it, some of them contained at least four bedrooms, maybe six, depending 
on the number of occupants. But since this was rented out only to bands and musicians working for Charisma 


Records, | could only guess that there weren't any non-employees staying in this building. 


As | reached the last step, | was greeted by some faint music coming from a nearby apartment. It wasn't 
necessarily loud, but it wasn't totally quiet either. It was at the decibel that would be like a soft, 
indistinguishable murmuring. But | recognized the melody, and the voices strung together in this little 
murmuring. lt was the Beatles. | could hear John Lennon and Paul McCartney's voices blending together 


perfectly as the others just simply played out the melody. | couldn't really place the song though. 


| felt my whole body give a startling jolt as the door closest to me swung open and the Beatles’ song got 
louder. | blinked, watching as Steve came out with a giggling girl trailing after him. He was clearly drunk or 


something. For he was snogging the girl for a few minutes before noticing me standing there. 


“ey, its... Tina... Hina" The guitarist had a hard time putting his thoughts into words, but at least he was able 
to speak by some miracle of God. Steve's date just giggled a bit and batted her thick eyelashes him. She then 
started to nip at his ear with a lustful growl. This made Steve yelp, but in a needy way and the guitarist just 
motioned for the open door. "Phil's inside." 


| just crinkled my nose, watching him as he then went back to making out with his female companion 


"Mm, thanks, Stephen. Have fun with your friend.” My words were lost in the tangle of moans and giggles. | 


quickly stepped into the apartment, not wanting to witness where the make out session was going. 


The music got louder as | entered the band's apartment, but it was soft now. Once | was inside, | was greeted 
by a strangely normal looking apartment. The room was more or less dark, but there were some candles set 
about the room, casting the entire living room in a soft golden halo. Mike and Tony were sitting on a couch 
with one girl sitting between them and two others on either side of them. They were passing around a beer 
bottle and Mike had a cigarette in his hand. | almost felt uncomfortable being here what with the giggly girls 


clinging to Mike and Tony like cats in heat. And of course, Phil was sitting in a nearby chair and | was not too 
surprised to see a girl by his side, laughing, giggling, and batting her eyelashes at him. 


It made me highly uncomfortable and almost jealous. The girl had her hands on Phil's arm, and her delicate 
fingers with that weird flashy nail polish on them were threading themselves into his hair. Phil and the girl 


were obviously deep in a hushed conversation. 
y aeep 


Of course, he would be involved with a one-night stand type of girl at a party. | thought bitterly. | remained 
silent and stood there for a few minutes, thinking of leaving before Phil could notice me. | was about step back 
out of the apartment when Peter, who had somehow blended in with the semi-darkness of the room, suddenly 


noticed me from somewhere across the room and he, like his other band mates, had a girl cuddled in his side. 


"Ah, there you are, Hina." Peter's voice caught Phil's attention and my childhood friend looked my way. | felt 
my entire body freezing up at seeing Phil smile at me. Phil immediately abandoned his female companion and he 
quickly ran up to me, hugging me tightly. My heart started beating faster than it was a few seconds ago. 
Every muscle in my body became tight and | found myself holding my breath. It almost felt like | had stopped 
breathing and that time came to a halt as Phillip embraced me so tightly. 


"Ya really came, Hina! I'm glad" Phil pulled back a bit and held me out arm's length. His lips curled into a frown 


at feeling me tense up in his arms. His blue gaze looked me over. "Anythin' wrong?" 


Seeing the girl that had been cuddled into Phil's side moments before giving a pout, | relaxed a bit. | forced 
myself to smile and shrugged. 


"lm fine. Just a bit startled, | guess." | said softly. | really didn't know what to say. | felt really out of place 
here. | mean Phil had been sitting there, talking quietly with some strange girl - maybe he knew her, | don't 
know - and the boys all seemed so laid back and relaxed. They were sitting around drinking beer. And not to 
mention the thick cigarette vapor in the air and the smell of pot lingering in the air. And Steve was somewhere 
outside making out with a girl, possibly screwing her by now. | suddenly shifted my weight on my feet and 
gripped the side of my skirt. "Maybe | should just go..” 


"What?" | gently pulled away and turned around when Phil's hand grabbed my wrist. "Hina? You don' hafta 
leave." Phil's quiet tone made my heart leap. But it made me feel even more nervous than | already was. | 


wanted to leave - to escape this strange feeling biting at my heart. Why? | didn't know. 


"Leter go, Philly. She's obviously been raised to be a goody goody two shoes." The voice belonged to the black 
haired woman Phil had on his arm moments before. | felt myself freezing at hearing her words, but what 
made things worse was the nickname she called Phil. Feeling my hands clenching themselves into fists at my 
sides, | took in a deep breath. | didn't want to cause a scene. | didn't want to be rude in front of Phil or to 
anyone, but when | looked at her, | saw a self-satisfied smirk on her lips. Her pale green eyes were narrowed, 
giving her the appearance of a Cat. | didn't like it. Not one bit. "| bet you've never been to a party before, 
[i]Sweetheart[/i]" 


"Be quiet, Cheryl! Just because you're one of Steve's friends, doesn't mean you can act rude." A voice spoke 
from somewhere in the room. | could see the owner of the voice through the soft halo of candles in the room. 
There, sitting in the same chair as Peter, cuddled into his side, was a woman roughly around my age. Her long 
red hair was tied back into neat soft curls and her dark eyes were glaring at the once again pouting Cheryl. 
Peter just hugged the red haired woman to him. 


"Come on now, Charlie. No need to get yourself worked up." | heard him say to her. | just blinked and stared at 


Peter's female companion. | could see a wedding ring glistening in the soft light. 


| hate it when people put others down" The woman muttered. She noticed me staring at her and offered me a 
smile as she pulled out of Peter's hold "Sorry about Cheryl's attitude. She's used to being able to get the 


attentions of men. My name's Charlene, but you can call me Charlie.” 


Charlie had this friendly air about her. Just the way she smiled at me eased my nerves greatly. She stuck her 


hand out, her smile growing wider. | found myself smiling back as | took her hand. 


"Hina. My name's Hina" | spoke softly, not really knowing what else to do. Charlene released my hand, only to 


tuck some loose strands of her hair behind her ear. 


‘Its a pleasure to meet you, Hina. | hear you were in America for awhile; how'd you like living there?" She 
asked this so casually. | could tell that she was just easing me into a state of comfort. It was working. Phil 
allowed me to sit in the chair with him as Cheryl grudgingly went to sit on the couch with Mike, Tony, and the 
other girls. 


"It was fine. | mean California was warm and full of protesters." | murmured. My gaze remained down as | dug 
my nails into the palms of my hands. | wasn't very good at being social with strangers. And Cheryl was right 
about one thing. I've never been to a party before. 


"Of course there'd be protesters there. The Beatles and the Hippie there are all part of a revolutionary 

movement." Charlene said with a quiet giggle. She laced her fingers through one of Peter's hands and squeezed 
it. From the looks of things, she and Peter appeared to be very intimate. Charlene's accent told me she wasn't 
English - well not British | mean. | couldn't really place her accent. She sounded more American than anything. 


"What was it called? The British..." 


"British Revolution, Charles." Peter said softly to her, closing his eyes a bit as Charlie casually played with his 
hand now. It was very strange to see Peter so relaxed. He seemed really tense while up on stage, but then 
again, | supposed he had to keep himself moving constantly while singing lest he seem bored and stiff. He 
heaved a contented sigh. Locks of his dark hair fell behind his shoulder blades as he rested his head on the 
back of his chair. 


Again, | saw the wedding ring on Charlie's finger as she lifted a hand to finger his hair now. And without 
thinking it, | asked my question "Are you two married?" my question brought everyone's attention to me. Peter 
opened his eyes and looked at me. A blush rose on my cheeks and | looked away. "S-sorry, | didn't mean to ask 


that, | mean..." 


"Yep! l'm happy to say that | am Mrs. Peter Brian Gabriel!" Charlie's happy tone made Peter blush a bit. It was 
cute to see the singer this way. | couldn't help but giggle a bit. Seeing Charlene act so outgoing while Peter 
acted shy was just... Cute. 


"How long have you guys been married?" | asked. 


"Not that long ago, a couple months ago." Charlene's answer surprised me and | had to keep myself from falling 


off the edge of Phi's chair. 


"Two months ago?" | blinked and looked the woman over. She didn't even look that much older than me. Actually, 
Charlie looked to be younger than me. Peter looked away with a faint blush, but he relaxed again at feeling 
Charlie grabbing his hand. 


"Yea, it took Peter three years to gather the courage to ask me properly and we kind of dated since our 
school days... since we were.." Charlie's face scrunched up in concentration as she paused to count back the 


years. Peter looked even more embarrassed. 


"You two didn't date until we were all fifteen, when Peter, Mike, Ant, Chris, and | formed this band, Charlie." 
Tony said while sipping from the wine bottle. He then proceeded to state some other facts. "You admired Peter 
from afar during the first two years of school until that day Peter read your notebook." 


Charlie's face turned bright red, but turned even redder when Mike laughed, starting to join in 


| remember. Our good ol school days at Charter House. Charles would be starin' at Peter an’ when Peter 
looked at her she would become as timid as a mouse. | dor know how many nights | stayed awake with Charlie, 
listenin’ to her ramble on and on ‘bout him." Said Mike, laughing good naturedly. Charlie just stormed over to 


Mike and they started to play fight the way siblings would. 


"Charter House? | thought that that was an all boys' school?" | asked quietly, watching Mike putting Charlene 
into a head lock. Charlene was squealing while Mike just tickled her, and of course the girls didn't seem to like 


their playfulness. 


It was until a year ago. Charlie was chosen to do a trial run of integrating girls into the school. She is the 
first girl to attend Charter House and to graduate from it" Peter said softly. His voice was barely above a 
whisper. | could see a warm, loving look on Peter's face and all the while, the Beatles kept on singing in the 


background, adding onto the serene feeling around us. 


"Michael John Cleote Crawford Rutherford, let me go!" Charlie cried out. | looked back over and saw Charlie 
struggling to get out of Mike's headlock. Her head was resting against his knee, causing her to kneel on the 
ground between his legs. Mike had a big grin on his face as he looked down at her. 


"Sorry, Charlie, but I'm not lettin ya go so easily. You started this first." He teased. | could see the annoyed 
look on Peter's face at seeing his wife struggling to get out of Mike's grip. Of course, she didn't look to be in 
pain, but still, Peter seemed almost angry. Maybe worried was the right word as he watched his wife play 
around with Mike. Something told me he didn't like how Mike was keeping Charlene down like that. 


"Ah, maybe you should let her go, Mike." | said softly, casting a nervous glance to Peter. Mike noticed Peter's 


expression and he just grinned more. 


"IFs alright, Hina, we always play like this. Charlie's like a little sister to me." The bass player said. His smile 
disappeared as Peter rose from his seat. "What's wrong, Pete?" 


"You're forgetting that she's also pregnant. Now release her. [iNow![/i]" There was so much force and anger in 
Peter's tone that it made me cringe. | glanced back at Charlene, who seemed to be out of breath. Her face 


seemed to be pale. She didn’t look very good. 
Mike looked down at Charlie. Surprise graced his face and he immediately released her. 


"You alright, Charlie?" He asked in concern. Charlene still didn't look good. Peter shot Mike a glare as Charlie 
reached for him. She coughed and | don't mean a normal cough. It sounded very strained. Like she was having 
trouble breathing. | felt an ice ball forming in the pit of my stomach and | looked over at Phil, giving him a 
worried look. Phil just hugged me and kissed my forehead. 


She'll be ok, Hina Charlie's been a bit sick lately and Peter's just a bit over protective of her. Is all” My friend 
said softly. My blue eyes flickered back to Charlene and Peter. Peter led Charlene back over to his chair and 
he soothed her as she tried to keep herself from coughing. Her whole body was shaking from her coughing fit 
and Peter had to help her stay standing. 


Peter's face softened as he stared at his wife. Despite the anger on his face, | could see the pain and worry 
etched into his expression. "Why don't you go rest up for awhile, Charlie?" He asked her quietly, but he 


frowned even more at Charlene shaking her head in refusal. 


Despite her protests, Charlie allowed Peter to guide her out of the living room and into the hallway to their 


bedroom 

"Shit!" Mike cursed; face palming himself, "| almost forgot about that damned coughing infection" 

My face lit up and | looked over at the tall man, "Infection?" | blinked 

"Charlie has trouble breathin’, thanks to her asthma" Mike said irritably. He put out his cigarette, only to light 
out another one soon after, "She's had it since she was little an’ there's no tellin’ how bad it really is ‘cause 


none o' the medicine the doctors give her actually works." 


| bit my lip, staring after Peter and Charlene. Did this mean that Charlene's pregnancy won't go over so well? 


Chapter 4: Loving You is Sweeter Than Ever 


Author's Notes: 
This barely breaks into the adult boundary because of the whole sexual theme. Sorry for not updating this 


sooner. >.> 


"Are you sure ya don't want me ta walk ya home, Hina?" he asked me as we stepped out into the evening air. | 
glanced back at Phil to see him standing in the door way to the apartment he shared with his band mates. All 
was quiet and despite the candles having been distinguished and the party having ceased, | could still see the 
gentle expression on his face through the darkness of the twilight. | ended up staying at Genesis’ apartment 
until midnight. | guess you could say | had enjoyed Phil's company a little too much. 


"Or you could jus' stay here tonight. | mean Steve won't bother ya, and neither will the others." His tone 
sounded really worried, but | just shrugged again My heart was pounding really hard. | could swear that my 
heart was going to burst out of my chest one of these days. | looked away for a minute, my blue gaze staring 
into the darkness of the city surrounding us. It wasn't all that common for people to be mugged, or worse, but 
yet, it was still dangerous. "Hina?" 


Phil's voice broke through the silence and | looked back at him. My lips turned into a smile. 


‘I'm sure | can get home safely. | mean, this isn't a bad neighborhood or anything. l'm a big girl; | can take care 
of myself" | said softly to him. Phil just chuckled a bit and he shook his head. His lips broke out into a smile 
and he stretched out his arms to the sky. His blue eyes glittered softly as he smiled at me. 


“Alright, if you say." Phil said softly. His arms went around me, drawing me into a tight embrace and | felt his 
lips brushing lightly against the skin of my temple. A ripple of shock coursed through me and my heart 
started pounding in my chest at feeling that tender kiss. 


"Call me when you get home." He breathed. Heat rose on my cheeks and | nodded. 


“Alright; | will" | murmured, returning his hug. His arms loosened from around my shoulders as | started 
pulling myself away from him. | felt his fingertips softly grazing the skin of my wrist as he finally released me. 
| was barely at the stairs when Phil spoke again. 


"Can | see you tomorrow?" Phil's voice asked in the darkness. | stopped in my tracks, my left foot barely 
touching the top step. My hand gripped the cold metal railing of the stairs. Turning my head, | looked back at 
my best friend, and when | saw him, | saw a questioning gaze lurking in his dark eyes. There was a flicker of 
hope. | couldn't deny Phil that simple request. | mean this day - or yesterday if you want to be technical - is 
the first day we've seen each other in over two years and two years is a long time for someone to be waiting 


on love. It seemed like an eternity as we stood there, staring at each other. Night had spread its dark cloak 


across this part of the world, casting the entire town in darkness and surrounding us in the usual silence. 


| finally nodded and smiled at the nineteen year old, feeling my own heart beating rapidly in my chest. | wanted 


to see him again. "Of course you'll see me tomorrow. We have a lot of catching up to do, right?" 
Phil cracked a smile at me and nodded. "That we do." 


After the two of us said our good-byes once more, | started off back to my house. The further | drifted 
away, the more lost | became in the darkness. | normally wouldn't be scared of the darkness. Actually I'm not 
scared of it all. The dark never really bothered me, but tonight it did. | was barely off the last step and back 
in the parking lot of the Apartment Complex when a loud bang greeted my ears. | didn't know what it was, nor 
did | care. It could've just been a car backfiring as it started up. All | could feel was fright shooting through 
me, fear taking a hold of me. It made me scramble back up the three flights of stairs and back outside of 


Genesis’ apartment. 


In my mind's eye there was this big shadow chasing after me, drifting around just in my line of vision like a 
phantom. My heart was beating fast now as | cried for Phil, banging on the door. Pain was starting to shoot up 
through my arms, but not from my hands coming in contact with the door. They were hurting from the fear 
gripping my entire body. My chest was growing tight as well. | was having a panic attack. Though | didn't know 
it right away. 


| was trembling by the time the door opened, but | didn't wait to see who had opened the door. The second it 
opened, | launched myself at the person and just cried right then and there. 


"The hell? Hina?" came Peter's voice. It spooked me. When | looked up, | saw him standing there. His dark eyes 
were narrowed, giving him an angry look. His lips were pursed so tightly together that it looked like they were 
glued that way. It made me shiver a bit. "I thought you went home!" 


"l'm sorry, | thought that." | lost my voice and we stood there for a little bit before the lights flickered on 
and | saw Charlene coming out of the hallway that led to the bedrooms. She let out a yawn, and blinked blearily 


at us. 


"What's with all the yelling, Peter?" She asked sleepily, but her sleepy demeanor faded away at seeing me. | saw 
her lips pull back into a smile. "Hina, you're back! Phil's in his bedroom, but he's not asleep yet" 


| could only blush at Charlie's words as she said this. She obviously knew that | was hoping to stay over for 
she was ignoring Peter's little protests and | found myself being led through the apartment until we stopped 
outside of Phil's bedroom. | could tell from the crack at the bottom that he was still awake for light spilled out 
from his bedroom door, and not to mention we could hear the light beating of drums and the small strums of 


guitar strings. Charlene just grinned at me. 


"He always plays the drums before going to bed. Getting his attention is the hard part. So, just walk on in. I'l 
handle Peter." She said, but Peter shook his head. 


‘Charles, unless Hina is married to Phil, or is datin' him, she can't be stayin’ here. You know that." Peter said 


softly to his wife. Charlene just shot him a look and knocked on the door, rather loudly might | add. 


"Phil? Phillip! Get your ass off of those drums and answer the door!" the melodious singing stopped and the 
gentle drumming slowly ceased; the door opened in the next second, but my heart sank at seeing Steve 


answering the door. He blinked, his squint eyes staring hard. 


"Wha' th’ ‘ell? Hina?" The guitarist sounded surprised to see me. He blinked again. He was obviously a bit drunk. | 
shifted uncomfortably on my feet as Charlene rolled her eyes. Peter shot Stephen a disapproving look. 
"Thought ya went home." 


"| thought | did, too, but nope. I'm still here." | said sarcastically. | glanced over Steve's shoulder and saw Phil 


concentrating on his drums. He was doing something with them. "What the hell are you doing in Phil's room?" 


"Can't two guys have a jamming session?" Steve retorted. Phil finally noticed me and rose off his seat behind 
his drum set. 


"Be nice, Steve." Phil walked up to the door as Steve just shuffled back over to Phil's bed He smiled at seeing 
me, making my heart jump a bit. "But | do agree wit, Steve. | thought you went home, Lovie?" he asked, but 
his smile quickly disappeared at seeing me. | was a trembling mess. My whole body was shaking. "Hina, what's 
wrong?" 


"I found her knockin’ on the door like a mad person" Peter replied, arms crossed, "Somethin obviously scared 
her, Phillip. Maybe next time you should walk her home. It is a bit unsafe for women to be walkin’ home," he 
smiled a bit at the dark glare that he received from Charlene. "At this time of night, | mean there are rapists, 


thugs, an’ other creeps out there." 


‘Its not like Jack the Ripper's out there, waiting for her, Pete." Charlie said angrily. Pretty soon, both Peter 
and Charlie were glaring and arguing with each other. Phil gently eased me into the room and out of the line of 
fire as Charlie slapped Peter. It was kind of shocking actually considering that earlier this evening, they were 


being so lovey dovey with each other or at least they weren't acting violent towards each other. 


"What the hell?" Me, Phil, and Steve watched as Charlene stormed off, going into Mike's room. Peter just 


growled and gripped his hair in frustration. 

"That damn brat is always." the signer just growled again. Steve rolled his eyes, shaking his head. 

"Maybe you should make up?" confusion graced my tone as | suggest this, but the angered look on Peter's 
face told me that he and Charlie wouldn't be making up anytime soon. Peter just glared at me once more 


before walking off back to his own bedroom. | looked back at Phil and Steve. "Did | do something wrong?" 


"No, you didn't, Lovie." Phil said, taking one of my hands into his and giving it a gentle squeeze, "Charlie and 


Pete're always fightin’ like this. They'll make up in the mornin, ‘specially when Charlene's had a good long talk 
with Mike." 


| raised an eyebrow at what my friend said and | blinked. "What does Mike have to with this?" | asked him. 


Stephen answered this time. Phil's bed squeaked as he sat down on it; he then picked up his guitar and gently 
plucked a string on it. "Peter's like a Cat. ʻe likes beautiful things an’ Charlie happens to be tha’ beautiful thing; 
so he doesn’ like it went Charlie goes to Mike for support” 


"So, in other words, Peter gets jealous of Mike?" the two men both nodded. | glanced back at the direction that 
Charlene and Peter had gone before turning my head to Steve and Phil. "But | thought Mike and Charlie were 
good friends, nothing more than that? | mean the two of them even said they see each other more as brother 


and sister." | said softly. "Does Peter not like Mike?" 


"Oh, no, he and Mike get along quite well. He likes Mike, it's just that he's a bit.. overprotective of Charlene - 
as is Mike, but.. its hard to explain" Phil looked away, his face flushing a bit, but | could see he was trying to 
wrack his brain for the proper way of explaining it to me. | couldn't help giggling at this. Hearing me giggle 
made Phil flush more. "What's so funny?" 


"N-nothing. Just seeing you thinking so hard is funny. That's all" | muttered, looking away as well. | could feel 
the heat rising on my skin. The three of us lapsed into silence for a few minutes with Steve plucking the 
strings on his guitar - or his baby as he called her - until he finally coughed and stood up. 


"I think lIl be goin’ to bed now. We hafta get an early start tomorrow if we don’ want to piss off Peter." Steve 
mumbled, getting up now. He held his black guitar to his body and shuffled off out of the room, mumbling an 
incoherent good-bye to me and Phil. 


"Well, this night has certainly been interestin.” Phil walked over his closet door, opening it, and he soon 
disappeared into it. "Would you like to change out of your clothes and into something a little more comfortable 
ta sleep in?" he asked a little loudly. | found myself standing there, looking and feeling like an idiot with a blush 
on my face. "Hina?" | saw the blonde poking his head out of the closet, his blue eyes going to me. "What's 


wrong?" 


"Ah, nothing's wrong. | mean - yes, | do.. need a change of clothes." | blushed even more as Phil smiled at me 


again. 


Gods! His smile is going to be the death of me. | felt my heart beat speeding up as | watched Phil disappear 
back into the closet. | have to admit, Phil really hasn't changed much since our two years apart. He was stil 
funny, charming, and outgoing. | mean he was a bit shy when we were kids, but that's only when he first met 
someone. After a few seconds of being around him, you can't help, but laugh with him and feel like he was an 


old friend or something. 


| nearly jumped at seeing a folded pair of pants and a shirt being held out to me. My gaze scaled Phil's arm, 


only to meet with his eyes and | blushed again. "| hope these sweat pants and this shirtll do." He said softly, 
handing me a grey pair of sweat pants and a black t-shirt. Thanking him, | took the clothes from him and 
started for the door when he grabbed my arm. "You can change in here, Lovie. Just tell me when you're done 


changin." Phil kissed my forehead before walking out, shutting the door behind him. 


| almost felt relieved to be alone again and yet, being in Phil's room - no, being here - felt awkward. | bit my 
lip while slipping out of my skirt and into the sweatpants Phil gave me, but | froze at seeing the black shirt 
unfurl in my hands as | picked it up. This was the same shirt | wore the last time | spent the night at Phil's 
house before leaving for America and that was two years ago. The shirt was a black graphic t-shirt with a 
wacky picture of The Beatles on the front. Of course he'd give me this shirt. Phil got this shirt from working 
with The Beatles that one time and he was going to give it to me as a present, but | guess | forgot it or 


something. 


A smile broke across my lips as | stared at the shirt. It was still in good condition "You stupid idiot” | uttered 
to myself, smiling more. | barely had the shirt on when Phil knocked on the door, calling out to me. 


"You dressed, Hina?" He asked from the other side of the door. 


"Ah, yea, you can come in now, Phill" the door opened and Phil stepped into the room. He quietly shut the door 
before turning around and looking at me. The corners of his lips pulled back into a grin as he saw me wearing 


the shirt. It was kind of big on my small frame to tell you the truth - not that either of us cared. 


"Jus' like last time, eh, Lovie?" Phil teased as he walked up to me. | shrugged, trying my best to suppress my 
blush. 


"If you say so." | said softly. | shivered as Phil gently took one of my hands and his lips brushed against the 
palm of my hand. This one action sent a tremor through my spine, making me tremble a bit. A gasp escaped 
my lips and, well, let's just say | felt a little light headed. Phil's blue eyes softened and the smile on his lips 


grew. 


"lm glad you're back home in England." Phil murmured against my hand before releasing it. He quickly coughed 


into his hand and that goofy grin returned. "Time for bed!" 


"R-right." | mumbled, feeling a bit embarrassed. Phil sat on the edge of the bed closest to the closet. He looked 
back at me with a smile, but it quickly disappeared as he saw me standing here, looking really nervous. You'd 
think | was going to sleep with him or something. 


"Hina? What's wrong? We've slept in the same bed before." Concern could be heard in Phil's voice as he said 
this; his blue eyes stared at me, shining with the same concern | heard in his voice. Strands of his dark blonde 
hair fell about the side of his face as he looked up at me. It gave him that adorable little puppy dog look - or 
would it be a teddy bear look? - Whatever, it made me feel even more nervous and tense then before? "I'm 


not going to hurt you." 


Get a hold of yourself, Hina! You're not dating and you're not about to have sex with him. He's just letting you 
sleep in his bed with him. You two grew up together. You slept in the same bed as him when you were kids- | 
hate these battles | always had with myself. | always have these kinds of fights whenever Phil was concerned. | 
know Phil would never do anything to me. | know | can trust him. It's just that | didn't trust myself | guess. Or 
maybe it was that Phil has always been my security blanket since our childhood up until | left two years ago. 
I've gotten used to sleeping in the bed without Phil around. This would be the first time that I'd be sharing the 


same bed as my best friend in two years. 


A squeak passed my lips at feeling Phil grabbing my wrists. He gently led me to the other side of the bed 
where he had peeled back the top blanket. His lips pulled back into a smile. "It's safe. | assure you." He 


murmured quietly to me. 
"Safe?" | repeated just as silently. 


"Yes, it's safe." He said gently, patting the spot next to him. | slipped under the covers noiselessly and after 
exchanging a few more words with me, Phil reached over, turning off the lights. | found myself laying there in 
the darkness, unable to sleep. The only sounds in the bedroom were the rustling noises and the squeaking of 
the bed as Phil rolled over to be more comfortable. I'll admit it was a bit unnerving. | never really sleep well 
when | was in an unfamiliar location The spooky feeling from earlier was starting to get to me again, 


resurrecting the same terror from before. 


| just laid there under the blanket with my eyes closed; | was curled on my side. It's a good thing | never really 
cry in my sleep - or at least | could always suppress the urge to cry in front of Phil - for the most part 
anyways. | breathed in deeply, biting my lip. My hands clenched the bed sheets beneath me. | was starting to 
shake again. My heart rate began to sky rocket as | laid there. There was another whisper from the blankets 
and | felt the warmth of Phil's body radiating from him as he slept while the cold crept in, taking a hold of me. 


A gasp escaped my lips at feeling something snake around my waist. My entire body became tense, feeling 
something breathing against my skin. l'm not going to lie. | felt scared. Goosebumps were appearing up and down 
my arm, and | could feel a cold chill racing up my spine. But somehow, Phil's presence kept the dark shadowy 
demons of my soul at bay as he held me to him. "It's alright, Hina | will be here. Don't you cry?" 


"My arms will keep you safe and warm." Phil's voice broke through the darkness - almost shattering the wall 
of dread that had cocooned itself around me. | didn't realize that | had my eyes closed, but when | opened 
them, | felt tears running down my cheeks. Somewhere in the middle of being scared, | started weeping and | 
guess Phil sensed | was frightened for his arms had wound themselves around my waist, pulling me into the 
safety of his body. A memory seemed to surface from the depths of my heart as | felt his lips press against 
my temple and his breath ghosting across my skin 


Something like this has happened before. | mean once upon a time, | was afraid and Phil was the one to hold me 
and tell me that everything was going to be alright - that he was going to be there for me. How long ago was 
it that | laid in Phil's arms like this? How long ago was it that | felt safe and secure? Probably ages. Feeling 


protected and loved wasn't familiar to me, but it did become a friend whenever Phil was around. 


When | looked over my shoulder, | saw him staring down at me and it was then that | sort of lost control of 
myself. | rolled over onto my back and stared up into his eyes. There was a strangely familiar warmth in my 
friend's eyes - one that made me want to reach out and touch him. This was looking more and more like a 
dream. As | sat there looking at Phil, he slowly leaned in and his lips brushed over mine, capturing me in a 
gentle kiss. It didn't last long, but it was enough to stir up my old feelings for him - ones that have been 
dormant for the past two years. 


"I love you, Hina; I've been loving you since we were kids." He sighed into my lips and nipped them again | 
couldn't help, but return his kiss. More tears started to flow. Unable to control myself any longer, | reached 
up and touched the side of his face. My fingers brushed against the little wisps of the beard he was starting 
to grow out. For a couple of nineteen year olds, we were pretty dorky and this, this whole mess | was in right 
now seemed like some kind of cheesy fairytale, but I'd much rather believe in some kind of tacky cliché 
fairytale with Phil being my Knight in Shining Armor than wake up to the pathetic life I've been living for the 
past two years. 


My heart was beating fast in my chest now. A smile tugged at the corners my lips from the happiness 
dancing through me at this very moment. The words soon left my mouth before | could even think them. "I 


love you, too." 


Sure things seemed to be moving fast, but | think | preferred it this way. Many of our friends back in high 
school often thought we'd end up getting married - or at least being engaged - before graduation. Of course, 
they were partially right. Phil and | dated briefly back in high school and right at the end - right before | was 
forced to move to America with my parents - we were planning on running away and eloping, but of course, 
while Phil's parents were supportive of our decision, my mom went ballistic - as did my dad, and | was ripped 
from Phil and taken to America Even after Dad gave me his blessing to move in with Phil and his parents, 


Mom still found some way of pulling me back into her tyranny and she swayed Dad to do it all 


My eyes went wide at feeling his mouth against the hollow of my throat. Strands of his dark blond hair tickled 
my flesh as he held me close. To be honest, | didn't know when it had happened. In the middle of my train of 
thought and Phil's kisses, Phil started to nip at my skin and | found myself lying underneath him. His button up 
shirt had been unbuttoned, revealing his chest underneath. | felt my entire body tensing up as he reached my 
collarbone. Phil lifted his head and gazed down at me. 


"Tell me to stop and | will, Lovie." He whispered quietly. 

Curse him for making me love him so much! 

"Do you want me to stop right now?" Phil asked in a soft voice that was barely above a whisper. My heart 
was beating fast in my chest at this point, but for some reason, | didn't care. This would be my first time, 


but I'd much rather have Phil be my first than anyone else. At least then | would be losing my virginity to 


someone who loves me and respects me - someone | feel affections for. 


| blinked and stared back at him. | admit, | was shaking a bit, but | wasn't going to back out - not now. Reaching 
up for him, | slipped my arms around his neck and pulled him back down, burying my face into the side of his 
neckline. "No, don't ever stop! Don't stop loving me, Phillip, please?" tears were burning at my eyes from me 
blinking them back, but they fell anyways. Each one was for all the seconds that | had spent away from Phil. 


All the pain was beginning to disappear now as he grinned at me. 


| felt his finger tips gently combing against my sides as he trailed his hands down to my hips. He gently lifted 
my shirt up, slowly pulling it up over my head and arms. Once the chilly air of the room touched my bare 
skin, | shivered and immediately shrank away from him with a furious blush. | could've sworn my heart 


stopped dead in my rib cage. But my pulse was beginning to race faster than ever and my palms were getting 


sweaty. 


His lips bent back into a smile against my collar bone before tracing the contour of my neck to my shoulder. 
Another tender bite to my skin made me squeak as his fingers slipped into my pants, hooking themselves into 
my underwear, softly curling around the band before easing the two said garments over my hips. | couldn't 
help, but feel nervous about all of this, but there was no turning back now. The sheer act of seeing Phil 
removing his shirt, unbuckling his belt, and shedding the rest of his clothes, and tossing them over his 
shoulder made my cheeks flush red with embarrassment. Phil just laughed and kissed me lightly on the 
forehead as he settled himself back into position with my legs resting gently on either side of him. 


"What's wrong, Hina? You're actin’ like you've never had sex before." His voice - the tone of his voice made me 
redden even more and not to mention it actually made me feel like an idiot. His words stung, cutting into my 
heart. His smile disappeared as | pulled away from him and started to get up. "Hina? Where are you goin?" 
there was a momentary pause before he spoke again, this time surprise - or maybe it was shock? - moved 


stealthily into his voice."You're still a vir-" 


"Don't say it, Phillip David Charles Collins!" | yelled angrily. My heart was beating rapidly once more, making my 
pulse race with anger. It was embarrassing for my own best friend, my boyfriend, to know that I've never had 
sex before. | frowned at seeing Phil's smile returning and | growled. "Fuck you. You've probably fucked a 
thousand women, and that probably means l'm nothing more than just a fucking fling to you." | was angry. | 
was jumping to conclusions again, but | couldn't help it. Phil's charismatic, flirty, and outgoing ways made me 


feel a little insecure about myself. 


| mean back in high school, | used feel jealous over those pretty girls that would have Phil's attention. 
Whenever one of those girls - any girl - laughed with him or talked to him, | would make some lame excuse to 
get Phil's attention. Sometimes | would force myself to cry. Other times | would scream in fright, pretending to 
have seen a spider or a bug or something. Hell, I've even warded off that Andrea Bartorelli girl back when Phil 
was in a band with her back in the day. She was one of the only girls who came so close to being the love of 


Phil's life.. until | intruded of course. Those were the days... 


| nearly jumped at feeling one of his hands grabbing me by the wrist, preventing me from getting up or doing 
anything other than looking back at him. His hand felt warm compared to my cold skin and despite him having 


strong drummer hands, Phil barely added any pressure to his grip on me. | wasn't even sure if he was actually 


holding onto me. All | know was that his hand was touching my wrist. When | looked up at him, | found myself 


feeling even more irritated. Phil was never one for forcing anything onto anyone - let alone me. 


"You're wrong about that, Lovie." He said softly. Phil gently pulled me back into him and placed a gentle kiss on 
my forehead. "You would be the first girl - the first woman - that I'd be sleepin’ with; I've never slept anyone 
- not even Cheryl" 


| almost wanted to say that he was lying, but the look in Phil's eyes, on his face, and the sound of his voice 
held a lot of conviction He wouldn't - couldn't - lie to me. My heart started to beat again | just looked away. | 
didn't want him to see the tears threatening to fall. | hated feeling this insecure about myself. Damn it! 


Phil just chuckled and kissed my temple, beginning to rain kisses upon my face as he guided me back to the bed 
where he proceeded to trail kisses down my body once more. "Why are you so damn nice to me, Phillip?" | 


whispered, burying my face into his neck, my fingers gripping his arms tightly. 


"Because | love you." Was all | heard from him before giving into my emotions and allowing him to consume me. 


